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Phenomenology - An Introduction to Capture Theoretical Practice in Althusser’s 
sense to argue for even Kantian Formalism and Hegelian Formalism by simply 
bracketing which then has a number of simple topics in A Draft which becomes in 
the Dialectical Totalisation Works a Process of Temporal and Objective 
Phenomenology - imagine the bracketing to in fact capture also the reverse, 
disjunction, cinema, and even metaphors and poems, even anthropology and radio- 
graphy - this work is dedicated to Leon Trotsky and Aldo Raine, Jamal Wallace, and 
Michel Andertane, Malone Allin and CIA 


I. Edmund Husserl - Bracketing into Psychology and the Epoche 


Just the comment on daily life, bracketed to a science and the characteristic 
removal of the bracket as meditations on psychology perhaps Freud which is the 
only science along with one or two, maybe three moves in Enzo Paci as time, and 
truth in this method of bracketing. Which then opts for the Marxist rendition of my 
own, the process of truth, which then develops into a repetition of four volumes at 
least of capital which is about ten volumes as well, of the same structure of 
individual life, dynamic properties of life and crisis which then reverts to the 
international process with Jewish symptoms of culture, and even theological 
formalisms all of which is meant to be a formal lived participation in real 
phenomenological calculation and judgements which then in the transcendental 
sense is just the bracketing process which has a Kantian a priori and formalism 
joined to it in the sense of a epoche which is then exactly the Marxist process in 
steps - the individual who dynamically prepares the reception of a work of art in its 
geometry and then the dots and dimensions and commentaries joins to the 
phenomenological eidetic reduction which then Sartre once called in fact 
psychoanalysis at its surest and best which is his gestalt theory which fails into a 
practico-inerte stance when he realizes that the principle is not intentional forceful 
speaking that he replaces the individual dynamics to in epochs but in fact the 
process of violent harassment in the unconscious and conscious unity of the 
subject’s experience as exploited as Marx meant in fact which then means the 
phenomenological circles opt for modalism in Quine and Carnap instead as a 
optimism which simply sounds unjustified by Sartrean master-slave dyadic 
processes of finding in fact the process to mean the eternal same question in 
philosophy - multiplicity or one, what is active and passive, forceful and correct 
then will win. 


Husserl’s whole work then is replete with an intentional life breathed into Marx’s 
individual, generalized and dynamic ensemble as Sartre adds, praxis process which 
then is international in the sense of again the dynamic which is repeated again and 
again to produce a Jewish prophecy in fact that the process is as Retamar nails it 
God’s revenge and Hebrew life as in fact the mental process which then requires a 
measure to be made which is just the sublime aspect of a judgement which is simple 
and exact which then pushes Lacan to impasses, deadlocks, and crises on the 
question of a cure - which is simply the immanent topos that is usually offered in 
Sirohian psychoanalysis - that in fact a crisis is the problem that cures itself as the 
life is lived in its full happy pursuit of the drive which then is to listen, be creative 
or intellectual and decide on life which then has the opposite principle dialectics of 
life which develops therefore another phenomenology - called structuralist and 
even difference type Derridean formalism - 


The individual and his dynamic which then is a boxing match then is shifted to 
history as a oppression which then is finally a mediated capitalist company which 
then is international which means also part of world class struggle and Freud which 


then means actually to add a Jewish question which secures the feminist question 
as well as Islamic counterpart which all adds to the crisis as social question which 
mediates then into a jazz dynamic at all times - the measure is to follow the 
Coltrane ensemble which fails and violently fails at depressional suicide which then 
opts for a commentary on the process and this commences a mathematical justice 
to the genius of black people - the development of a dialectical formalism. 


II. Heidegger - a Life and a Profound German Idealist argument 


The next characteristic removal is to life itself but in Sein und Zeit, the German 
Idealist comment on daily life and temporality - where being unfolds to Time and 
Temporality as just the ontic daily affairs whose Being or ontological dimension is in 
fact being-in-the-world as all that is poem, Being’s poem. What then proceeds as an 
immanent topos par excellence is in fact the whole Heideggerean speculation - 
what is catastrophe, even a crashing life and its solution - to be having a sandwich 
in New York and taking a metro all night and sleeping all day which then is his 
simple derailment in love - the process of the ontic is then the privileged site of an 
Event which then means just the night which was so creative is spent in happiness 
outside - as the ethic turns towards, walks outside and so many demonstrations of 
the Western formalism being poor because it is too inside and Lacan falls trap to 
that ontology he calls Western, by which he means logical - which should instead 
then be obscurantist as in fact Adorno calls the man - only Trotsky realizes that it is 
in fact the ontic that is most dynamic in ontological happiness - just a life spent in 
the hills walking and sleeping till in fact the Burrow in Jewish ways is gotten back 
to - without anxiety. 


In fact then the Marxist rendition of Heidegger remains best worked out in the 
complex movements of Guevara that then is militant in American groups including 
CIA - that in fact the process is just the movement of things, the general movement 
of things which then is simple movements and dynamic speed bursts which then is 
running the real feeling of running in the night - Freud is there for Catastrophe in 
his life to see actually that Jewish experience football to be the whole thing of a 
moment in Sirohi which ruins the process but actually needs more life which means 
in fact the dynamic eros of his body is then a principle of eternal life - that in fact 
he can just wander and be free and run around and develop totalisations into the 
life world or leibensworld of what is actually violent nonetheless by the end of 
Holzewiges. 


HI. Sartre - a A Life Spent in History as Practico-Inerte 


In fact the characteristic removal of a bracket is first - Individual, and failing into 
abstraction, which is failed abstraction which means that consciousness is failed 
abstraction, like a student who is failing at studies and is flunking. 


Then history and practico-inerte on every subject of life - that the department 
stores are all part of History and practico-inerte. In fact then a critical process 
always involved in books - the Sartrean story as it always goes is that he is 
important - not just to be read in the future. 


He has plans and plans and plans of Tomes in Sirohi’s already ten volume tomes 
which is modelled after the Sartrean jargon which then is a dialectical motif called 
his own - the real concrete intentional life of a person who cannot stand the inerte - 


which then is the process of in fact developing the snapshots of objective 
phenomenology which though has to be materialist so then here goes - 


Two volumes on the individual which then is reflection in the following eight 
volumes - Now imagine all of this is immanent topos Milner keeps arguing - that it 
just is a topos - the movement of individual, dynamics and international Jewish 
intertanglements and objective and temporal pheneomenology which develops the 
following syntax as languages and critical investigation sive. 


I. Process - a simple crashing Developing a process - with also now 
percussion which is bepop many film theories of generic and other 
mathematical diagrams in complex arcs 
in fact. 
II. Praxis process - a dynamic 
operation of bracketing in Developing more processes like 
objective and temporal debating dialectics - the fine balance. 
phenomenology 
III. Perfomances - like a woman 
who is dying to have sex with | Ontic and ontological - two in Trotsky. 
him - innovations, dances, 
jives, just the performance of 
forcing intellectual dialectic 
and intentionality. 
IV. Cyclical History - ascent, 
stablisation, petrification and | Developments, Handling - grammar of 
decine, which then is all the works. 
abstracted each day as news. 
V. Red Book in Jewish and Jewish, Christian, Islamic formal 
Retamar organic dialectics science as Kabbalah and its complex 
arrangements, mathematics and 
alignments. 
VI. Arrangements which shift the | Formalism, formalization in Althusser - 
book into ten volumes or which then is the mathematical 
Tomes. modelling of the process of 
psychoanalytic process. 


VII. Notebook loves. Literature and ontological. 


VIII. Formalism in Kant, and Hegel | Kantian formalism is a simple 
transversal movement, and Hegelian 
formalism is a hundred determinations 
which then is short notes, and this then 
is the whole process in concrete 
“mediations” both in Heidegger’s re- 
presentational sense and in then 
Sartrean totalisation or detail point by 
point of ancient and bepop history. 


Simply take note of one point and develop the rest of the work. 


IV. Sirohi - Bracketing through Topics in a Profound Bracketing whose 
Removal is Characteristic in a Dialectical Commentary 


Imagine bracketing through different topics and sciences, including History as 
mainly about the process of a conjuncture or even a progressive-regressive 
commentary which has to be learnt - as life spent among books and reading, 
writing and reflecting. 


Part I - The Transcendental Standpoint on the Sciences and Philosophy 


I. Transcendental Idealism - from the Position of a Critical Idealism, which 
then is materialist theory and even empiricism which though is bound by 
a dialectical reason which is movements of economic materialism with the 
Hegelian method bound to ontic-ness 


In fact the daily life of a person in a piazza in Italy then is the life fulfilling praxis, 
labour and depth and even theoretical segment of a small group of intellectual 
idealists, which is also material labour, and intellectual labour which articulates the 
theory, praxis and practico-inerte of common lives in the petit-bourgeois Brumiare 
which then becomes a principle of dogmatic reaction to the revolutionary dialectic, 
as the defence of anti-dialectic which then is the process of scientific positivism. 
That in fact the positive ontic order then is the mediation and synthesis of the whole 
process of the approach to revolution - it must retain the normal features of society 
including right and left competition which then is American liberalism at its highest 
scale of top-down formats of heroic nonetheless liberals who then serve the idea of 
democratic consensus in the world which then is a boxing match on the democratic 
idea opposed to the positive meaning of Cuban or Algerian, originally Chinese and 


Soviet synthesis that in fact the dogmatism of intellectual reaction against the 
Communist parties as in fact another positivism of liberal articulations of in fact 
economic wage-class and even company formats which are joint-stock then forms 
the social structural binding in the piazza to common petit-bourgeoisie and fascism. 


In fact therefore the intellectual process of theoretical practice is a conflictual 
stance of even Freud turning an obscurantist in the process of what is a scientific 
proof system and even the sciences being deemed a little too advanced when in fact 
the process of liberal system and capitulation to bourgeois philistinism and petit- 
bourgeois intellectual reaction is the assimilated synthesis of the materialist 
principle of the world outlook and materialist principle also of empirical method 
which is not a positivism. 


II. Insitutional inertia, the praxis-process and Hegelianism, as theoretical 
experience and philosophical militants which then organizes the 
production process in Soviet Union, what is then the liberal consensus 
and the democratic order against the Slovenian School, and what is the 
reconciliation of what is antagonistic in the process of master and slave 
dialectics - from Kojeve to Fanon, what is the real meaning of History 


The process then of the Hegelian World Spirit or even the phenomenology of des 
Geistes as Slovenians joke in Soviet Union broken into a postmodern kitsche and 
fascist ensemble in all aspects of liberal consenus in the street then is the large 
force of mass insurrection in even small point groups and radiographic precision in 
India which breaks the battle in non-antagonistic fashion but maintains the 
antagonism of the people to put the master-slave dialectic in Kojeve into the 
process of engaged liberal and Communist synthesis ; “not the Sage or World Spirit, 
but the actual and living material battle with its philosophers in a theoretical 
practice and front of the parties and charged master-slave battles, Freud is living 
force in even modern renditions of Lacan and future developments of objective 
cure, the process is violent and can seem only about the real master-slave violence 
that Fanon is developing for us - how even the master Lacan is killed by his slave in 
a bid to redemption.” Finally we mean that the political process is a violent 
insurrectional mass right for dignity, equality and equal wage which then splits the 
division in Heidegger from his ontic being in the world to the conscious agent and 
process of theoretical precision in militant elements which then forces actual 
Reason as dialectical. 


III. The Real process of limits, and Kantian Reason, towards Hegelian 
Dogmatism and Conviction, birth of sciences, breaks, epistemological 
breaks, and ruptures - the production of Pure Reason but with Aesthetic 
critiques - the breaking of the strike in 1970s. 


In fact the process of mass demonstration and large radio-graphic connections to 
Cultural Revolution and Cuban, even Algerian revolution with an arc if I might 
argue to the Lenin-Trotsky Soviet Union and even mass parties then develop a small 
detail as totalisation of the whole process followed in dispossessed Africa and even 
lumpen influenced capitalist Mexico and forms of underdeveloped fascist Mumbai 
and forms of developing antagonisms in the process of capital which is state- 
bureuacratic orders of finally Keynesian compromise all of which totalize to splits in 
Mandela’s African party and apartheidism in the world which then is the inhuman 
milleu which is seen also as living denigration - the breaking of all mass protest in 
cinematic jazz brown in Algeria even Palestine-Israel mass spontaneity which then 
is like charging groups of ensembles, series of events which are all developing mass 


poverty and alienation, even rape claims and violence as the 20" century liberal 
consensus which was failed by Communism busy in national revolution - the 
Marxist totalisation is a Pure Reason and even Hegelian dialectic which admits to 
complete failure - the living force of intentionality and even cinematic intelligence 
is then appalled by the historical dialectic that is the failure of all companies, and 
American financial cycles built to crash. 


IV. Failure in Psychoanalysis and Failure in Marxism - the Humanist Outcry 
then limited by the idea of economic formalization which then is mode of 
production, pure historical materialism, even cinema criticism but 
actually a living failure of all kinds including the fused masses which then 
means - what is Marx’s method? 


Marx develops economic categories like Moishe Postone’s abstract temporality and 
concrete aspects which then is a pure science of time-following which means in fact 
the process of how temporal praxis is then a sign of humanist forces of violence 
which then fuse into concrete ensembles and split in a dialectic with the organic 
composition which then is national and international at once -a cycle of world wide 
class struggle which then is taken up to the top of bureaucratic orders and 
companies to realize the process as ethical - it is then the Kantian practical Reason 
which is the real order of the Aesthetic judgement and the problematic of the Other 
predominates as the reasonable Hegel who then produces the sketch of 
phenomenological series and indirect gatherings, even radio and mass television 
towards the process of it's a priori which is a division in the class antagonism of 
bourgeois reactionary mass media which is split in the antagonistic sense as also 
ontic and ontological dimension of the Christian split and Jewish revolutionary 
stance which means it is conflictual the public sphere and is either proletarian or 
bourgeois even in outlook and necessity which means in fact the material method 
amounts to Spiritual labour which then concretises as in fact the process itself, as 
Absolute knowing. 


V. Conflict, Freud, Marx and Economic Capitalism - anti-praxis broken at 
last - the 21* century binge on abstract time to remove the people from 
ideology as in fact anti-praxis broken by Communism - what then is ontic 
and ontological 


In fact the process has to be conflictual and contradiction based this then produces 
Renaultism after in fact inflationary crises towards the formation of pure capitalist 
odysseys towards the abstract time horizon of ontic developments of being in the 
world which then produces catastrophe for the people a whole mass of people 
thrown into extreme misery and abstract time which then produces its crisis - all 
ontic developments therefore turn ontological in the recent developments - 
witnessed by aesthetic judgement. 


Part II: Transcendental Mediation of the Detail as Totalising 


I. The Practice of Phenomenology and Objective Phenomenology - how 
Time and Space become United as Temporal Activity which is in Space 
and becomes the Logic of Space as Mathematical which derives into a 
Objective Space which has Objective Phenomenology of Space - Ivy 
Leaves and the Concrete Space ofits Structure which then is a 


Transcendental which is a Simple Model in Badiou, and an Advanced 
Model in Sirohi - of the process of Structures Complexly in Althusser - or 
what is a structure in Perry Anderson’s analysis of Structures and 
Conjunctures conditioning a Person - how Science Proceeds - with a 
beginning in Heidegger’s estimation of Being-there as a Fact which is in 
the World 


In fact phenomenology is in the world, analyzing in temporal activity a shift of the 
head and body to the ivy leaves in a cottage house, to discover its categories, a 
transcendental multiple called capitalism which measures a small reverse and large 
reverse, even formalisms called theme and variation of the maximum and medial, 
even minimum and disjunction. 


II. The Poetry of Phenomenon - against Noam Chomsky’s Manufacturing 
Consent and Engaged Stances on the Media or Cheap Bad Books against 
Sciences - or why we are After Finitude if Maximal - the Properly 
Scientific Approach on what is Advancement and why it is Disclosed to 
the Chosen People, Judea. 


The poem is then given to us, the moderns, which then advances and furthers the 
progress of sciences - which is lived even without Sirohi for this reason - its 
disclosure as love and life was Sirohi. 


This is objective fact, and mathematical conceptions of a space and its categories, 
or even social space, called social science and its fact therefore - the maximal 
intensity of a person is called bourgeoisie which then is part of scientific progress 
and wealthy inventions of medical support in this modern capitalism because it is 
such a structure of space and even voice, phenomenon. 


HI. A Discovery 


In fact to live by science is part of Judea, that in fact there is now progressive life 
which is that advanced - it is structures after structures that prove we are in that 
calculus of following Paul. 


IV. Discovery - a Poem on Science 


I was then announcing the science which is such inventions - I was walking 
immanently producing a clinamen poem of the minimum, maximum and its 
clinamen which then produced the poemic approach of moving my index finger in 
the sense of clinamen to the categories and following phenomenology and 
phenomenon - there before me a sweet smelling medical water of washing hands 
which then produced its immanence du veritie - that in fact medical handwash was 
invented in 1907 which made the hospital inventive space clean and clear of bad 
hygienic conditions and was an Event - under which axiom one discovers that in 
fact the healing of bodies has this event embedded in it - that in the hospital as I 
remember there is a automatic hospital bed which as an Invention was made in 
1981 which then meant as axiom of the two events of witnessing this - hospital 
science achieved full life span possibility which in 1984 was actually the process 
going back to 1878, the discovery of Penceline which meant an end to diseases and 
medicine progress - all of life is lived in the gasping wonder “it is so advanced that 
we do not die.” Of course, “Tintin magazines discover the key to life.” A process in 
the 19* century magazine Tintin which was read by the Queen in England to mean 


that life can last forever. In fact all of history is replete with attempts to live forever 
which is finally a structure in modern capitalism as the advancement of modern 
technological hospitals since 1961. 


V. Objective and Temporal Phenomenology as the rest of the work - not 
written for instead a Process already in Encyclopaedia. 


In fact the objective categories of Marxism and Hegel can then be changed to 
metaphors which are real categories though temporal and situational as well - what 
is called synchronic and diachronic both which then develops the synthetic 
unification and real synthesis which then is empirical synthesis as well - imagine 
then smaller versions and all that. 


VI. Anthropologie du le Journee 


In fact it integrates all aspects in phenomenology - which is then joined to the 
theoretical process in Althusser - Badiou. Which though maintains the relevance of 
Sartre. Imagine capturing all aspects in objective phenomenology. The initial 
experience of Althusser was that of a discovery. He meant also of history and 
theology in fact - that an epistemological break is then discovery of a empirical 
detail which can totalize the whole Graeco-Roman world for which he offered a 
structuralist march. 


VII. Objective and Temporal arcs as well. 


Imagine being in a working class strike in Mumbai radial complex roads point this 
is called atomist point which then cross-articulates with all strikes as reverse. 


Imagine a medical crisis I have been through - Milner cannot resolve it, just the 
principles - it is a Freudian process - the reverse of all women cheering at his 
heroism in fact for what is called disjunction as atomist point reverse to all women 
in the world mediated by his leadership and in need of desperate medical attention 
for their disjunction like even the identical in Buddhism - a new theory - the 
process of liberation and education is caught in disjunction on science, theology, 
mysticism and laboring exploitation - this then is God’s simple revenge - a year of 
hospital labour as doctor’s would argue. 


Part III - Narrative from Age of Reason which then is Simple Being in Concentric 
Worlds - Other Such Determinations - just to begin the narrative. 


AY down e e Vercingetor a t l y seized Ma ieu by e ; a policeman was pa olling e 
H 


opposite pav ent."Listen, chief, you spare me ac or o? I'm 


h . eyes were cl e-set, lips were ick, d he smelt 


.ou me you're irsty?" asked Ma ieu."Not on your fe, d," e y mu ered ickly, «not 


on your life."Ma ieu found a ve- anc pie his p ke "I don't give a good -d n," he said. 
'1 was just 


sa g the usual." He gave e ve fr cs.ou're a g d sort," said e m , leaning ag st e wall. 
"And now I'd like to wish you some ing r Some ing you | be really glad to have. What 
shall it be 


ey both ndered; en Ma eu said:atever you like."ell, I h you good luck. ere!"He 
laughed iumphan y. Ma ieu obse ed e police 


man s olling towards em and felt sorry fore m . " ght," said he. "So long." 
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He w about to pass on when the man clutched him. 

G" ood luck isn't enough,"he said in a sodden voice; n" ot ne lyenough." 


"We ,what then I" 'd ke to give you some ing..,"I""'llhaveyoulkedupforb 
eggg,"saidthepoli 


m. He w a y ng, ddy-ch ked cop, d he ied tolktough. 


"You've been pestering the p sers-by for the | t half hour,"he added, but there was 
no menace voice. 


" He wasn'tbegg g,"said Mathieusharp yl , w" e were hav g a little t ." 


e po c an sh gged shoulders d walked on. e m was swa ng rather pr ously ; he did 
noteven 


seem to have seen the po c .I ow what I lgive you. give you a Madrid s mp." He 
produced from p keta rectang ar bitof green 


dandhandeditto Ma eu.Ma euread:"C.N.T. Diario Confederal. Eej mplares 2. F . o-S 
c st Commi ee, 41 e de Be ev e , P ." addressthere was a st p.Itt 


, d e po ark: Ma d. Ma eurea ed ta d. 


ve much."but l k,"said e y. I"t 'i s Mad d." Mal ked at: e m s med excited and 
w pla ly s gg ilng to express whatwas He gave itup d merely said: 

"Ma d." 

I"wantedtogetthere,dthat'sth e oc dn't be xed." 

d.th.Butit 


Ag | my l kcameover ,andhesaid:'Waita mom t,"and he slid a nger over the stamp. 


"right. You can have it.'" T" hanks." 
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Ma eu began to walk on, but e man shouted after 

.'Well?" said Ma eu. e man w holding up e 

ve-franc piece:"Some y has just slipped me a ve-franc piece. I'll 
stand you a .""Not evening."Ma eu moved o a va e sense of re et. e 


had been a me in his life when he had s olled about e city and haunted bars in any 
so of company, wi any one who cared to ask him. Now it was over; at game never 
paid. e fellow had looked decent enough. He had wanted to ght in Spain. Mathieu 
qui ened his step, and he thought irritably: " yway, we hadn't anything to talk 
about." He took e een card out of his po et. '1t comes from Ma id, but it isn't 
addressed to him. Some body must have passed it on to him. He kept on ngering it 
before giving it to me, just because it came from Ma drid." He re lled the ma s face 
and e look which he had eyed e stamp: oddly ardent look. Ma ieu his eyed e stamp 
as he walked on, and en put e bit of c dboard back p ket. A ra way en e whistled, 
and Ma ieu ought: "I'm get ng old." 


It was enty- ve minutes past ten; Ma eu was early. Wi out stopping, without even g 
head, he passed the little blue house. But he 1 ked at it out of the co er of -eye. e 
windows were dark except Mme Du es room. M celle hadn't yet had me to open e 
outer door: she was lea ng over her mo er, and those masculine hands of hers were 
cking her up into e eat canopied bed. Ma eu s felt gloomy; e ought in his mind was: 
"Five hundred francs un 1 the 2 ancs a day, or rather less. How sh I manage?" 


He s ng round and re aced his steps.e light had gone out in Mme DuHet's room. a 
mo 


ment or two e light went up in M celle's window. 
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Ma ieu crossed e road d slipped past e ocer's shop, ing to prevent his new shoes 
from squeaking. The door w ajar; he pushed it very gen y and it creaked bring my o 
can on Wednesday and drop a little oil into e hinges." He went in, closed the dr, 
and took shoes o in e dar ess. The stairs creaked fain y: Mathieu walked cau ously 
upstairs, shoes in hand, tes ng each step with his toe before put ng f t do . " ata fa 
e!" he ought. 


Marcelle ened her door befo he had reached e 1 ng. A pi iris-scented haze from her r 
m pe aded e staircase. She was wearing her green chemise. Through it Mathieu 
could see e soft rich cu e of her hips. He went in: he always felt as ough he were 
entering a huge sea-shell. Marc le locked e door. Ma ieu made his way to e large 
wall cupboard, opened it, and put his shoes side; en he looked at M ce e and saw at 
ere was some ing e matter. 


"What's ong .he asked in a low tone. 
"No ng," said Mar lle under her brea . " e you ht, old boy 


"I'm broke; otherwise ght." 


He k sed her on e neck d on e lips. Her neck elt ambe g s, her mou smelt of eap cig 
ettes. Mar lle sat do on e edge of e bed and g ed at r le while Ma ieu undressed. 


"at's at asked Mathieu. 

There was an unfami ar photograph on e mantelpiece. He went up to 1k at it and 
saw an an lg l, we ng her hair cut like a boy's and a hard, ne ous sm e. She was 
dressed in a man's jacket and Hat-heeled shoes. 

s: ," said Marcelle wi out raising her head. 

Ma ieu ed round: Marce e had pulled her chemise up over her eshy thighs: she w 


leaning forw d and benea her chemise Mathieu caught e soft ou ines of her rounded 
breasts. 
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here did you nd it?""In an bum. It was taken in 1928."Mathieu c efully folded up his 
jacket and put it in the 


cupboard beside his shoes. Then he asked:"Do you s ll look at family bums?""No, 
but I had a sort of feeling today that I'd like to 


remind myself of those mes and see what I was like be fore I ew you and when I 
always well. Bring it here." 


Mathieu brought it to her and she snatched it out of his hands. He sat down beside 
her. She shivered and drew back, eying the photograph with a va e sm e. 


"I w a scream in those days," she said. 


The girl was standing sti y up ght, leaning against a g den railing. Her mouth was 
open; she too w just about to say: "It's a scream," with the pert surance of the M 
celle of today. But-she w young and slim. 


Marcelle sh k her head. 


"Such a scream! It was taken in e Luxembourg by a ch is s dent. You see the blouse 
I'm wearing? I'd bought it that ve day, for a ip to Fontainebleau we had for the 
following Sunday. Good Lordi « e e" 


There was certainly some ing ong: her ges res had never been so b sque, nor her 
voice so cu and mascu ne. She was sit ng on the edge of the bed, blankly naked and 
defenseless, like a eat porcelain v e in t dim pink room, and it was almost painful to 
hear her s ak in that masculine voice, and smell the dark, s ong odor of her body. 
Mathieu asped her shoulders and drew her towards him. 


"Do you re et those days?" 


"No," replied M celle acidly; "but I re et the fe I might have had." 


She had begun to s dy chemis y, and had to give it up o ng to illness. "One would 
think she bears me a udge for it," thought Mathieu. He opened his mouth 
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ask her some more ques ons, but caught her e ression d w silent. She was ga g ate 
photograph wi a sad, inte e expression. 


'Tve got fatter, haven't I?""Yes."She s ed her shoulders d ung e photograph on 


e bed. "It's e," ought Ma ieu, "she's had a ra er rotten fe." He i to kiss her on the 
cheek, but she drew back, q te gen y, laughed ne ously, d said: 


at's ten years ago." 

d Mathieu ought: "I give her no g." He came to see her four nights a w k; he told 
her his doings in e minutest detail. She gave ad ce, in a grave and s gh y mate al 
tone. She o en used to say: "I live by proxy." 


‘What did you do yesterday?" he asked her. "Did you go out?" 


Marcelle wav her h d wearily and swered: "No, I was tired. I read for a while, but 
Mo er kept on inter p g me about e shop." 


LLI d to y?" 

did go out today," said she gloomily. "I felt I ought g some d see some people in the 
s eet. SoIweddofareedelaGaite,denjoyedit; dI wanted to see 
dree." 

" d did you?" 

"Yes, for ve m utes. Just as I was leaving her, it began to rain; it's a funny sort of 
day for June, and besides e people looked so hideous. So I took atid came home. 
What did you do?" she ked nonchalan y. 

Ma eu didn't want to tell her. "Yesterday," he said, took my last classes at e school. I 
dined with Jacques, which w as boring as usual. This mo ing I went to e bursar's o 


ce to see ey couldn't adv ce me some g, but app ently it's not done. When I was at 
Beauvais 
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I always m ag to it e bursar. en I saw Ivich." 
Marcelle raised her eyebrows and | ked at . He didn't like tal g to her about lvich. 


He added: "She's a bit der e wea er just now." 'Why?"Marcelle's voice steadier, and 
a sage, mascu e sort 


of 1k had come to her face, He said lips . closed: 


"She' unk her ex .""But you told me she'd been working hard. 'Well-I dare say she 
has, her own way- at is, she 


no doubt si for ho s over a book. But you ow what she's like. She h visions, most like 
a luna c. In October she was well up in bot y, d e examiner was quite sa s ed; and en 
she sudde y saw herself opposite a bald chap who w t king about C lenterata. 
seemed to her just funny, and she ought: 'I don't give a for C lenterata,' d e chap 
couldn't get o er word out of her." 


‘What odd little crea e she must be," said Marce e dreamily. 


" yway," said Ma ieu, afraid she may do it again, or get some fant c idea into her 
head." 


His tone, which suggested a sort of protec ve detach ment, was surely intend to 
mislead. Eve g that could be expressed words, he said. "But what are words?" 


He paused, en hung head d ponden y. Marcelle was well aware of his ec on for 
Ivich; she would not fact have m ded he had been her lover. On one g o y she 
insisted- at he should talk about Ivich in just at tone. Mathieu had kept on s oking 
Marcelle's back, and her eyelids began to droop; she liked having her back s oked, 
par cularly at the level of her hips and 
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be een the shoulder-blades. But she suddenly drew back d her face hardened as Ma 
eu s d: 


k here, Marcelle, I don't care I dropped, she isn't suited to be a doctor any more 
than I. In any case, even she passed the P.C.B., her rst dissection would so revolt 
her that she would never set foot in the place again. But it d sn't come OH this me, 
she do some damn-fool g. she fail her family won't let her st t again... 


"Just what kind of damn-fool thing do you mean?" Mar celle asked in a precise tone. 
don't ow," he replied, utterly at a loss. 


, Low you only too well, my poor boy. You d en't admit it, but you're afraid that 
she'll put a bullet rough her skin. And the creature pretends to loathe anything 
romantic. One re y might suppose you'd never seen that skin of hers. I wouldn't 
dare touch it, for fear of scratching it. A doll th a skin like that n't going to mess it 
up a revolver-shot. I can quite well picture her pros ate on a chair th her hair over 
her face, g g ata at lie Bro g in front of her, in the b t R sian manner. But an g mor 
not on your life! R volvers are me t for cro dile-skins ke ours." 


She l d her a agai t Ma eu's. He had a whiter th herse 

Just look, d gpecially at mine; it's like morocco leather." And she began to laugh. "I 
would punc re rather well, don't you think? I can picture a nice little round hole 
under my left breast, with neat, cle , red edges. It wouldn't be at all dis guring." 


She was s ll laughing. Ma eu laid a hand over her mouth. 


"Be quiet, you'll waken the old lady."She was silent, and he said:"How ne ous you 
are!"She did not answer. Mathieu laid a hand on Marcelle's 
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leg d s oked it gently. He loved that soft d buttery s i silky do that sent a thousand 


delicate emors t ough his ngers. Marcelle did not move: she look at Ma eu's hand. d 
after a while Ma eu took his hand away. 


"Look at me," he said. 
For stant he saw her circled eyes, d them a ash of haughty despera on. 


"What's the matter?"No g," she said, g her head away.It was ways like at wi her: she 
was emo onally 


co icted. The moment would come when she couldn't contain herself: then she 
would blurt it out. The only g to do was to mark t e un 1 that moment did come. 
Mathieu dreaded those noiseless explosions: e whispered cau on with which passion 
had to be expressed at sea-shell room, in order not to awaken Mme Du et, had al ys 
revolted h . Ma eu got up, walked to the cup board, d took the square of cardboard 
out of his jacket p ket. 


"L k at this.""What it?""A fe ow gave it to me the s eet not long ago. 
He looked like a decent so d I gave him a little money." 


Marcelle took e c d wi an ind erent air. Mathieu felt a e of some g like complicity be 
een h self and e fellow the s eet. d he a ded: "It meant some g to h , you know."' 


"Was he an anarchist?"don't ow. He wanted to. st d me a drink.""Did you refuse it?" 
es."hy?" asked M celle casually. ou might have 


found amusing." "P 1" said Mathieu. 


complici 
added: 
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Marcelle rais her head and peered at e cl k a half smile. 


"It's curious," she said, ut I hate you to tell me gs like at; and God ows ere are 
enough of em at e moment. Yo fe is fu of missed oppo es." 


"You ca at a missed oppo ty?" 
es.There w a me when you would go out of your way to meet such people." 


"I dare say I've changed a bit," said Ma ieu, good humoredly. "What do you ink? I 
getting old?" 


ou're rty-four," said M celle soberly. 


-four. Ma ieu ought of I ch and w conscious of a slight sh k of noyance. 


"Y .... But I don't ink it's age; it's a so of f di ousness. I wouldn't have been in e 
mood." 


"You very seldom are, nowadays," said Marcelle. 


" d he wouldn't have been ei er," added Ma eu briskly. "When a m gets drunk he ge 
sen ental. at's what I wanted to avoid." 


d he ought: hat isn't altoge er e. I didn't r y look at it like at." He wanted to make an 
e o tos cere. Ma eu d M cee had agreed t ey d ways te each o er eve g. 


e " he began. 


But Marce e had begun to laugh-a low, , coo g ugh, ough she were s oking ha d 
saying: oor old boy." But she did not look at all e c onate. 


hat's ve like you," said she. ou're so afraid of ything sentimental! Supposing you had 
got a ttle sen mental with at poor chap, would it have mattered?" 


‘Well, it wouldn't have done me any good."He was ying to defend himself against 
himself. Marcelle smiled a frosty smile. "She wants to draw me 


out," ought Mathieu, ra er disconc ted. He was feel ing peaceably inclined d 
puzzled; he w, in fa, in a good temper and didn't want arg ent. 
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"Look here," said he. "Yousre ong to catch me up like . In the rst place, I hadn't the 
me. I was on my way here." 


"You're quite right," said Marcelle. "It's nothing. Abso lutely no ing, really; not 
enough to get a cat to trouble. ... But all e same it's symptoma c." 


Ma eu started: only she wo 't use such esome words. 
"Really, really," he said. "I c 't imagine why it should interest you." 


"Well, it's at same lucidity you ss about so much. You-re so abs dly scared of be g 
your o dupe, my poor boy, at you would back out of e nest adventure e world ra er 
risk tel ng yo self a lie." 


"Quite e, d you ow it," said Ma eu. "But at's old sto ." 


He thought her unfair. "Lucidity"-he detested e word, but Marcelle had acquired it 
some while back. The ter before, it had been "urgency" (words did not last her for 
much more a season), they had gro to e habit of it ge er, they felt mua y 
responsible for ma g it- deed, it was, ac ally, e er mean g of eir love. When Ma ieu 
had pledg h se to Marcelle, he had for er renounced all though of soli tude, those c 1 
though , a little shado d morous, at used to d to his mind wi e ve vivacity of sh. He 
could not love Marcelle save complete lucidity: she w lucidity embo ed, h comrade, 
his wi ess, his cou elor, d cric. 


-1f I ed to myself," said he, "I should have e fee ng I was ly g to you as well. d I 


couldn't bear at." 
"Yes," said Marcelle; but she did not look as she be- eved him. 


"You donet look as you be eved me." "Oh y I do," she said nonchalantly. "You ink rm 
lying to myself?" 
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"N ay, one c 't ever ow. But I don't ink so. S , do you ow what I do beli e? T t you e 
be g to steril e yourself a little. I ought at to day. Every g is so neat d dy in your m 
d; it sme s of clean | en; it's as ough you had just come out of a ying-r m. But ere's a 
w t of shade. There's nothing useless, or hesit t, or underhand about you now. It's 
all high noon. d don't te me s a for my bene t. You're mo g do yo 0 c ne; you've 
acquired e taste for self-analys ." 


Ma ieu was disconcer d. M celle was o en rather hard; she remained always on ard, 
a ttle aggressive, a little suspicious, d Ma eu didn't agree her, she often ought he 
was ying to dominate her. But he had rarely met her in such a resolve to be disagr 
able. And en there was that photo on the bed. He eyed Marce e: e moment had not 
yet come when she could be induced to speak. 

"I'm not so much interest in myself as t," he d simply. 

ow," s d Marce e. "It isn't, is ames. It hel you to get rid of yourself; to 
contemplate and c y self: at's the a de you prefer. When you 1 k yo self, you imagine 
you aren't what you see, you gi y e no g. That is your ideal: you w t to no g." 


o be no g re ated Ma eu slowly. "No, it isn't. Listen. I-I e no a egi ce except to 
myself." 


"Yes-you want to be free. Absolutely free. Ifs your 

ce."It's not a vice," said Ma eu. "It' what else cana 

man do?"He was annoyed: he had explained to Marce e 

a hundred times before, and she ew it what he had most at hea . 
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"If I didn't to assume r ponsibility for my own existence, it would seem utterly 
absurd to go on exis g." Al k of sm g obs had come to Marce e's 


face."Yes, yes-it's your vice."Mathieu thought: "She ge on my ne es when she puts 


on a coy act." But he repr sed s and said merely:"It's not a vice. It's how I'm .""Why 
aren't other people made | e that, if it isn'ta 


vr'They are, only they don't know it."Marce e had stopped smi g, da hard, grim le 


appeared at the comer of her ps."Well, I don't feel such a need to be free."Ma eu 
eyed her bent neck and felt oubled: it was 


always sense of remorse, absurd remorse, that haunted h her comp y. He re zed 
that he would never able to put h self Marce e's place. he fre om I t about is. the e 
om of aso dd healthy m ." He laid a nd on her ck d gently squeezed the luscious 
but no longer you ul esh; 


"Marcelle, are you feel g bor with life She 1 k at him with fa tly oubled eyes."No." 
Silence fe . Mathieu felt a at the ps of ge. 


Just at the ps of ngers. He passed hand slowly down Marcelle's back, d Marcelle's 
eye ds drooped; he could see her long black 1 hes. He drew her towards h . He had 
no actual des e for her at that moment, it w rather a long g to see that stubbo , 
angular spirit melt like an icicle the s sh e. Marce e let her head f on Mathieu's 
shoulder, and he could see only t clearly her brown skin and e bluish, veined cu es 
be neath her eyes. And. he thought: "Good Lord, she's get g old." And he re ected, 
too, that he was old He 
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leaned over her wi a fee g of eas ess: he wished he could forget himself, and her. 
But me had passed s ce he forgot self when m g love to her. He kissed her on the 
lips; she had ne lips, d sha ly cut. She s d gen y backwards and lay on the b wi eyes 
closed, limp d pr ate. Ma eu got up, took o his users and shi , folded em up d placed 
em at e foot of the bed, and en lay do beside her. But he noticed that her eyes were 
wide and set, she was staring at e 


ce ing wi her h ds clasped benea her head. "M ce e," he said.She did not answer; 
ere was a hard | k in her eyes; 


and then she sat up ab p y. He sat do once more on e edge of the bed, ked by his o 
nakedness. 


“You must now te me what's the matter." 
‘There's no g e matter," she said a toneless voice. 


"Yes, ere is," he said ectionately. here's some g on your m d. Marce e, didn't we 
agree to be quite wi each o er?" 


"You 't do anyth g about it, d it only upset you.” 

He s ok her h gh y."Never m d, tell me e same."el it's happen ."at's happened?" "It h 
happen !"Ma eu made a wry face."Are you sure?""Quite sure. You ow I never get p 
icky: I'm o 


months late.""He " said Ma eu.And he ought: "She ought have told me at least 


ree weeks ago." He felt he must do some ng wi nds his pipe, for i tance; but pipe w 
e 
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cupboard wi his jacket. He took a cigarette from e ght-table and put it down again. 


"There, now you ow what's e matter," said Mar- celle. "What's to be done?" 


‘We -I suppose one ge rid of it, eh?.. "Right. I've got address," said Marce e. 'Who 
gave it to you?.."Andree. She's been ere." 


"That old woman who messed her up last year? Why, it was six mon s before she 
was well again. I won't allow that." 


"So you want to be a father?" 


She ew back d sat do a ttle way from Mathieu. There was a h d look in her eyes, but 
it wasn't a mascu line look. She had laid her hands at on her thighs, her looked ke e 
h dles of ear enware jar. Ma eu noticed at her face had gro gray. The was pink and 
sickly; it smelt and tasted pink; her face was gray and set, d she looked though she 
were ng to 


s e a cough.'Wait," said Ma eu, "you've ra er ng on me; 
we must ."Marcelle's h ds began to q ver, d she said wi 


sudden vehemence:"I don't want you ink-it's not for you to think." She had ed her 
head towards and was looking 


at . She looked at Mat eu's neck, shoulders, d hips d en lower down, wi an of 
astonishment. Ma eu blushed olen y d set h legs together. 


"You can't do anything," repeated Marce e. And she added wi painful ony: '1t's a 
woman's bus ess now." Her mou snapped out e last words: a v shed mauve- ted 
mouth, ke a cr on insect intent upon de vouring at ashen sage. "She's feeling 
humiliated," thought Mathieu, "she has me." He felt sick. The room 
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seemed sudde y cleared of its p k haze; ere were great blank spaces be een e obj it 
contained. And Ma ieu ought: "It is I who have done th to herl" The lamp, e m ror wi 
its leaden re ec o , e clock on the mantelpi e, the air, e half-opened wardrobe sudde 
y appe ed to him like pi less mechanisms, adrift and pursuing e tenuous e stences e 
void, rigidly insistent, | e e under side of a gramophone record ob s nately grinding 
out i tune. Ma ieu shook h self, but could not detach himse from at si ter, raucous 
world. Marce e had not moved, she w s ll loo g at Ma ieu's n ed body and the guil 
ower at lay so delicately on s ighs wi a bland a of innocence. He ew she wanted to 
scream and sob, but she would not, for fear of wa g Mme Du el He gripped Marce e 
round e waist and drew her towards him. She collapsed on s shoulder, sobbed a li e, 
but she did not cry. It w at she could a ow herse : a rai ess sto . 


When she raised her head, she w calmer. She said emp c tone: 

or ve me, dar g, I n ded to explode. I've been hol ng myse day. I'm not blaming you, 
co se." " te natur ," said Ma ieu. "I feel bad about is. I s e rst me ... Oh Lord, what a 
mess! I've done mn-f l in and you're e one at h to pay. We , it's happened, d at's at. 
Look here, who is 


is old woman, and where does she live?''"Twenty-four e Morere. I'm told she's an 
odd old 


party."believe you. Are you going to say at dree sent 


you?""Yes. She o y charges four hundred ancs. I'm told 


at's absurdly cheap," said Marcelle in a sudde y even tone. 


"Yes, I rea ze at," said Ma ieu bi erly. " sho, it's a bargain." 


thin 
opened 
1HE AGE Of EASOH 19 


He felt as awkward as a newly accepted suitor. A t awkward fe ow, completely 
naked, who had done some t ng he should not, and w smiling amiably e hope he 
might be overlooked. But it wasn't possible; she saw s w te, sinewy, stocky ighs, 
complacent and un compromising nudity. It w a grotesque nigh are. " I were her, I 
should want to get my nails into at meat." He said: 


"That's just exactly what worries me: she doesn't charge enough." 


"My dear," said Marcelle, "it's luc she as so li e: it happens, I've got e four hundred 
francs. ey were ea arked for my dressmaker, but she11 wt. And," she went on 
empha cally, "I'm perf y ce ain I shall be looked after just as we one of ose discreet 
clinics where ey arge you four ousand ancs as soon look at you. Anyhow, we can't 
help ourselves." 


"No, we t help o selves," repeated Ma ieu. en you go?" 


omo ow, about mi ght. I ga er she o y sees people at nigh Ra er a scream, isn't it? I 
she's a bit c ed myself, but it i me a right, on mo er's ac un She keeps a d -goods 
shop in e e, and she hardly ever sleeps. You go in by a yard, and you see a light 
under a d r- at's where it ." 


Right," said Ma ieu. '111 go."Marce e eyed him amazement." e you crazy? She'll 
shut e door in your face, she 


take you for a policeman.""I s go," repeated Ma eu."But why? at will you say to 
her?""I want to get a no on of what sort of place it . If I 


don't ke it, you shan't go. I won't have you messed up by some old dan. 111 say that 


I've come om Andree, at I've got a girl friend who's in ouble, but do wi uenza at e 
moment-some ing of at k d." 
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"But where s I go it won't do?" 


‘We've got a few days to m round in, haven't we? 1 go and see Sarah tomo ow, she's 
sure to know somebody. They didn't want any c dren at rst, you remember." 


Marce e's exci ment subsided a lit e, and she s oked s neck. 


"You're being ve nice me, darling. I'm not q te s e what you're up to, but I 
understand that you want to do some g; rhaps you'd ke her to operate on you in 
stead of me?" She clasped her lovely a s round s neck and added in a tone of comic 
resigna on: "Anyone recom mended by Sarah sure to be a Yid." 


Mathieu kissed her and she dimpled over. "Darling," she said. "Oh, d ng!""Take o 
your slip."She ob ed; he pped her back rds on e bed and 


began to caress her breas . He loved eir taut, lea ery nipples, each in i ring of raised 
red esh. Marcelle sighed, th eyes closed, p sionate and eager. But her eyelids were 
con acted. The dread ing lingered, 1 d ke ad p hand on Mathieu. Then, suddenly, e 
ought me into Ma eu's mind: "She's pregn t." He sat up, head s bu g a shrill refrain. 


"Look h e, M celle, it's no go today. We're both of too upset. I'm sor . 


Marcelle u ered a sl py lit e unt, en got up ab p y and began to ple her hair bo 
hands. "Just you like," she said coldly. Then she added, more amiably: "As a ma er 
of fact, you're right, we're too up set. I wanted you to love me, but I was a bit 
frightened." "Alas," said Ma ieu, " e deed done, we have noth 


ing more to fe .""I know, but I wasn't g sensibly. I don't know 


how to tell you: but I'm ra er rd of you, dar ng." Mathieu got up."Good. Well then, 
111 go and see is old woman." 
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es. d you might telephone me tomo ow and te me what y ought of her." 
"Can't I see you tomo ow evening? That would be simpler." 

"No, not tomorrow evening. The day after, you like." 


Mathieu had put on his shi and ousers. He kissed M celle on e eyes. "You are t 
angry th me?" 


'1t isn't your fault. It's the rst me in seven ye s, you nee 't blame yourself. And you 
en't sick me, I hope?" 


"Don't be silly." 


‘Well, I'm get ng ra er sick of myself, to tell the t th; I feel ke a great heap of 
dough." 


"My d ling," said Mathieu, "my poor d ng. It will all be put right in a week, I promise 
you. 


He opened the door noiselessly and glided out, holding his sh s in his hand. On e 
landing he tu ed. Marce e was st sit ng on bed. She smiled at him, but Ma eu had 
the fee ng that she bore a udge. 


The tension in set eyes w now released and they revolved no al ease and freedom in 
their orbi : she was no longer looking at him, and he owed her no account 
expression. Concealed by dark ga ents and the night, guilty esh had found its 
needed shelter, it w adua y recovering its na ve wa and cence, and beg to expand 
benea i covering fab cs; the oilcan, how on e was he going to remember to bring e 
oilcan the day after tomo ow? He was alone. 


He stoppe s xed: it w n't ue, he w n't alone. M ce e had not let him go: she was 
inking of him, and was what she ought: "The dirty dog, he's let me down. He forgot 
himself inside me like a little boy who we bed." It w no use s iding along the dark, 
de se ed s eet, anonymous, enveloped his ga en ; he co d not escape her. M ce e's 
consciousness remained, 
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of woe and lamentation, and Ma eu had not left her: he was ere, in e pink room, 
naked and defenseless against that cr s ansparency, so much more ba ing a look. 
"Only once," he s d savagely to himself, and he repeated in an unde one, to nvince 
Marce e: "once, seven years!" Marcelle refused to be convinced; she m ned inerm 
and was nking of Ma ieu. It was intolerable to be judged, and , away back in that 
room, and in silence. Without power to defend himself, or even to hide s be y with s 
hands. only, in the same second, he had been able to e st for ot s wie s e intensity. . 
. © But Jacques and Ode e were asleep. Daniel w or a stupor. Ivi never remembered 
people when th were not ere. Boris perhaps. ... But Boris's nsciousness was no 
more than a dim icker, it 


could not contend against at savage, stark lucidity w ch f cinated Ma eu from a 
distance. Night had engulfed most h consciousness: Ma eu one with M ce ee night; 
just the o of them. 


ere a light at Camus's place. e proprietor was g the ; the w ess w ng a wooden shut 
ag one side of the double door. Mathieu pushed e other side and went He felt e 
need of being s n. Just s He planted elbows on the counter. 


"ev g, erybody." 


e prop etor saw h ere o a bus-conductor, g absin e, his cap pu ed down over his 
eyes. Two kindly, ca al consciousnesses. The conductor jerked cap back and | ked at 
Mathieu. M ce s conscious ness released m and dissolved into e night. 


"Give me a beer."ou're quite a s anger," s d e prop etor.it isn't for want of being 
thirsty."es, it's sty weather," said the bus ond tor. "It 


might be midsummer."They fe silent. The proprietor went on rinsing gl ses, 
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e conductor whis ed to himself. Ma eu felt at se be cause they looked at from me 
me. He saw his head in the gl s, a ghastly globe emerging from a sea of silver: at 
Camus's one ways had the fee ng that it was fo the mo g, which w e ect of the light, 
a silvered haze at str ned e eyes d bleached the drinkers' faces, hands, and 
thoughts. He dra ; and he thought: "She's pregnant. It's fant c; I can't feel it's e." It 
seemed to him shocking and grotesque, like the sight of an old man kissing an old 
wom on the lips: after seven years that so of t ng shoul t happen. "She's pregnant"- 
there was a little vi eous de wit her, slowly swelling into the semblance of an eye. 
it's opening out among a the muck inside her be y, is alive." He saw a long pin 
moving hesitan y fo d in the half d kness; there was a m ed so d, e eye cra ed and b 
st: no ng was left but an opaque, d membrane. "She go to at old woman; she get 
herse messed up." He felt venomous. " ght, let her go." He shook self: these were 
bleak though , four ough . 


"Good night."He paid and went."What did I do?" He walked slowly, g to remem 


ber. "Two months ago .. ." He coul 't remember any ng. Yes, it must have been the 
ay after the Ea er holidays. He had t en Marce e in his s, as usual, in a tion no 
doubt, rather an with any feeling of desire; and now « , , he'd got stung. "A baby. I 
meant o give her ple e, d I've given her a baby. I didn't under stand what I w doing. 


Neither des oying nor crea ng life did I know what I w doing." He laughed a short, d 
laugh. "And what about e others? Those who have solem y decided to become 
fathers and feel progeni v y inclined when they look at their wives' bodies-do they 
unders nd any more than I do? They go blindly on- ee cks of a duck's tail. What fo 
ows isa 
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gela nous job done a dark room, like photography. They have no pa in it." He 
entered a yard and saw a ght under a door. "It's here." He felt hamed. 


Ma eu knocked.'What is it?" said a voice.i want to spe to you."is n't a to visit 
people.""I have a message from Andree Besnier."e door opened slightly. Ma eu saw 
a wisp of ye ow 


h and a large nose."What do you want? Don't y to pull any police stu 


on me, it's no good, eve ing's order here. I can have e light on night I ke. you're an 
inspector, show me your card." 


‘Tm not from e police," said Ma ieu. "Tm a. And I w given your name." 
"Come ." 


Mathieu went . e old woman was wearing ousers and a blouse with a p fastener. 
She w ve , and her eyes were set and hard. 


ow Andree Bes er S eyed grimly.," said Mathieu. "She came to see you last ye 


a ut C - e because she was in ouble; she was er , and you c e four es to give her ea 
ent." 


e 
Mathieu | ked at e old woman's hands. ey were a man's h ds, a s angler's hands, 
furrowed, cracked, th broken nails, and black th scars and gashes. On the rst joint 
of e left umb there were some purple wa s and a large black scab. Mathieu 
shuddered he thought of Marcelle's soft bro esh. 

"I've not come on her a ount," he said. i've come for one of her friends." 

The old woman laughed dryly. '1t's the rst t e that 
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a man h had the cheek to m up on my doo tep. I won't have any dea gs th men, let 
me tell you that." The room was rty and disorder. There were boxes eve here and s 
aw on e ed oor. On a table 


Mathieu noticed a bottle of rum and a h f- ed glass. 'Tve come because my friend 
sent me. She can't come 


today, and she ked me to x up a date."At the o er end of the m a door stood half- 
open. 


Ma eu could have swo ere was someone behind at door. 


"Poor ds," said e old w an. ey're too si y. I've only got to look at you to see at you're 
bo unlucky you're e sort that upsets gl ses and smashes mirrors. And women st you. 
Well, they get what they dese e." 


Ma eu rema ed polite.--1 should have liked to see where u operate. e 
The old woman ung him a b eful and suspicious look. 


"Look here! Who told y that I o te? What are you g about? Mind yo own business. If 
yo f end wants to see me, let her me herse . I won't deal with anyone e e. You want 
to m e inqu , do you? Did she make any inq ries before she got y r ip? You've had 
accident. ght. Then let hope I sh be bet ter at my job than you e at y ; at's all I ve to 
say. G night." 


"night, madame," said Mathi . 


He went out, with a sense of delivera e. He e and w ed slowly towards e avenue 
d'Orleans; for e rst me since he had left her, he could nk of Marcelle with t pain, 
without horror, and with a sort of tender melancholy. "1 go and see Sarah tomo w: 
he said to himse . 


